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	1. Cold Hard Bitch

**As it turns out, I'm ready to post this next story much more quickly than I thought I would be. The rating for this story will definitely change at some point, because … Bullock. This is a backstory to "In Your Dreams", but if you haven't read that story, no worries. In this one, none of it's happened yet!**

**Of course, I own none of Gotham's characters. If I did, I'd be on a yacht sipping margaritas, using all my millions of dollars in cash to fan myself and buy more margaritas.**

**My apologies in advance for Harvey's vulgar language, observations, and actions. I don't know how he found me or why he talks to me, but while he's here, I'll keep writing everything down just like he says, no matter how it hurts my brain and destroys my soul. **

**Shoutout to ScaryScarecrows, who inspired this story by throwing out ideas for Gotham sitcoms. Shoutout to Harvey while I'm at it, who wakes me up with bits of dialogue at 3 a.m. You are the reason I drink.**

(x)

**7 Years Earlier**

Harvey Bullock stood in the lobby of Blackgate Penitentiary, along with his new partner, Detective Johnson Pickering. The kid was quick, but not smart. He couldn't find a clue during clue mating season in a field full of horny clues all dancing the clue mating dance. Aside from being short on extra brain power, Pickering looked he might be able to start shaving in, oh, about another year or two, once puberty hit. In stark contrast to the gun and badge, he had the easy good looks, boy band blonde hair, and stupid grin of a J. C. Penny's catalog model. ... But the kid didn't ask a whole lot of questions and could seriously throw down in a fistfight. So as such Harvey resigned himself to play out the hand he was dealt.

In his mind, he gave a golf-clap to the Universe. He'd come across a partner that actually made him miss Dix. He frowned reflexively as he was reminded of exactly why he needed a new partner, courtesy of 'The Goat'. Proof that every time he thought he'd met the most deranged lunatic on the face of the planet, Gotham served him up one even shit-bat crazier.

Harvey glanced up at the clock above the receiving desk in the lobby. Jesus Christ, how long did it take to print out two fucking pieces of paper? He immediately began scanning the vicinity for a distraction.

And bingo. Found one. The cute little redhead still worked there. She stood just inside his one 'o clock at the very back of a line of file cabinets behind the front desk. Her matching suit jacket and pencil skirt were a color he couldn't quite nail down today. Somewhere on the spectrum between chocolate and aged merlot, which should have clashed with her cinnamon hot hair color but didn't. Whatever, all that mattered was that little office casual number pulled tight in all the right places. And she knew how to walk in heels, which was all but a lost art these days.

The very first time he saw her, well, he perused her curves at his leisure - but he also gave her a month tops. Blackgate had a way of weeding out the creampuffs. So she'd been here, what? Four months now? Golf-clap to her, too.

Harvey turned half a face to his partner. "Hey, Pickering."

His partner looked over from where he'd zoned out. "Hm? What?"

Harvey nodded over at not-a-creampuff. He lowered his voice. "What's the story with little red riding hood over here?"

His partner glanced once over his shoulder before reverting back to staring out into the lobby. "What? You lookin' to be her big bad wolf?"

Harvey faced the same direction and relaxed his back against the counter. "She gives me the time? I'll howl as long and loud as she'll let me."

Pickering clicked the side of his cheek. "I heard she likes the ladies."

There was an image he'd save for later. "That's fine by me. Just so long as she lets me watch. Or tags me in."

"You're really hard up for some prison therapist girl, huh?"

"Give me twenty minutes. I can make prison therapist girl into prison therapist woman."

A loud feminine voice sounded just behind them. "Hi, boys."

They both turned around to find themselves only inches away from prison therapist girl. She fluttered her eyelashes at them... oh, sarcastic-like.

Harvey opened his mouth to say something, but she spoke over top of him. "Little heads up, voices up front sorta echo in the back. So just to set the record straight, I tried dating girls. Turns out we're no angels ourselves. I don't always need a full twenty minutes. It all depends on what I've got going on that day. And in that fairy tale with the big bad wolf? You might want to cast yourself as someone else. He doesn't make it back for the sequel." She pointed to her left. "But if you're serious about sneaking into grandma's bed, I'd say you have an outside shot with Edna our stenographer over there."

Harvey's gaze followed to where she pointed out a Caucasian woman in her mid-sixties, who had her gray hair done up in full beehive.

Prison therapist girl gave a friendly wave to Edna. "She's looking for a new boytoy."

Harvey leaned in. "Is that the end of this lecture or should I wait for the ten minute break?"

She loudly stapled his paperwork together. "Don't let me hold you up, detective. I'm sure you've got surveillance to run or evidence to log or arrest warrants you just can't wait to file."

Okay, somebody caught the CHiPs marathon from last week. Harvey said, "Looks like I got all the trouble I can handle right here."

"You think this is trouble? Just wait 'til you need me for a court hearing."

Harvey lowered his voice to sweet talk level. "Hey, don't be like that. I thought dames like you were supposedta believe in second chances."

She handed off the paperwork to Harvey with a sugar-sweet, "Have a nice day, officers."

Pickering snickered under his breath. Harvey turned his back with a final, short wave. "Yeah, all right. Check you later, prison therapist girl."

The minute they were through the door and down the steps, his partner said, "That lady told you."

"What are you talkin' about? I totally made her lose her shit. Where I come from, that's a win."

Harvey climbed into the driver's seat with a groan. He congratulated himself on yet another outstanding conversation with a female.

He couldn't wait to get back to the office. He needed a drink.


	2. FNT

**My goal is to update weekly, but you know what they say about the best laid plans of mice and men (and fangirls). Thanks for the love, as always. :) Not changing the rating yet, but I think we're only a couple chapters away from having to protect the masses from the inner-workings of Harvey's brain. *insert psycho strings here***

**ScaryScarecrows: You think you're saying "Poor Harvey" now. I'm gonna have to create a whole other therapist character just to undo the literary damage. That's a common sitcom device right?**

**ladylampetia: I need to put you on payroll for your cheerleading services. Thanks for tending to my ego as always. (Or please write something soon so I can return the favor?)**

**TheOneder5: Ha! I often see Harvey and Jim as Al Borland and Tim the Toolman Taylor. Also I saw a meme of Al from Married with Children holding up a cardboard sign that said "Shoot me $12." It didn't remind me of any Gotham character. It was just hilarious.**

(x)

**7 Years Prior**

Madeline leaned up against a gritty cement wall by the back offices of Blackgate Penitentiary, scribbling down notes for her next session. Robbie Figarosa tried to steal a Ford Explorer, but he didn't try anywhere near hard enough. Didn't get to do a whole lot of exploring either. He got pinched before he even left the parking lot.

Madeline reminded herself to point out how it was interesting that Robbie's father worked as a mechanic who specialized in fixing up sport utility vehicles. Things between Robbie and his dad went bad and then went worse. His father kicked him out of the house for, as Robbie reported, being a "no-good, washed up, insert-nasty-expletive-here jag-wagon". Now the guy stole cars just like the ones his dad no doubt worshiped and got his name in the police blotter on page seven of the Gotham Times, which his dad no doubt read.

There were other, less illegal ways of crying out for help to estranged family members.

Madeline dropped down her pen and paper and let loose a sudden, irritated sigh. One of those fun little lightning storms of past sharp, embarrassing dialogue popped up in her head. When she talked about motivations like that - unconscious actions taken in order to create an arena in which to solve a problem - the staff here told her to wake up and smell the felonies. If she had a nickel for every time someone told her to get her head out of her ass, she'd be able to buy out Wayne Enterprises. They explained to her slowly, condescendingly: These guys break the law. They're dangerous. All they really need are a pair of metal bracelets and some good old-fashioned hard time. They need 'therapy' like a cat needs pajamas.

But she knew as well as anyone else with half a brain that some men went to prison and other more privileged, lawyered-up men did not. A man with an 8th grade education could steal a car. A man with a Gotham University business law degree could steal the whole damn dealership and would never once see a tray of food getting pushed through a bean slot. The warden here told her that though Gotham was an economic wasteland, there were pockets of wealth to be found in the city. From what Madeline could see, the only people who had their "pockets" full of wealth were people like the Mayor… or, you know, the warden himself.

Her thoughts were interrupted as she heard the sound of hard, purposeful footsteps approaching. They stopped just around the corner from her.

"... Look, I know that you're not the Machiavellian criminal mastermind behind this, okay? But you don't talk to me, like right now? You're gonna maroon yourself and be doin' a couple dimes on Hellhole Island. Population: You."

Madeline recognized the voice. It was the Big Bad Wolf, doing a little more huffing and puffing. She leaned against the wall, for the moment, content to eavesdrop.

Another, shiftier, more nervous voice said, "I'm not lookin' to do time like that. You know that."

A voice she recognized. It was Lyle Jacoby. In for manslaughter, up for appeal. Madeline read between the lines. So Jacoby knew something, like something that could make his prison sentence a distant memory or at the very least lower his bid.

The detective's voice softened. "I know you miss your wife and girls."

Jacoby said, "... I'd miss them a whole lot more if I got them killed, you know what I mean?"

Madeline flinched. She made herself still. Well, at one point she might have been able to walk around the corner, the picture of casual indifference, but that window had passed.

He answered, "Look, the story doesn't have to go like that. I know you're a lame duck in here, and you know I want to spring you. So help me out. Give me some names."

Jacoby sighed, a man caught between a 20-year-sentence and earning the brand new reputation of prison snitch. After some consideration, he whispered to the detective, "You want to talk to Dale Hentzman. … The guy's got an ego the size of Wisconsin and he likes the sound of his voice a little too much."

"...Yeah okay, so the guy can blab. But I'm brass and you're not. Think he'll talk to me?"

"Bring some cigarettes. That oughtta soften him up a little."

The detective spoke with authority. "You're doin' the right thing. Give me a little time. I'll make this go your way." He started to walk toward her.

Madeline froze up against the cement wall.

Harvey stopped just before he reached the corner and turned back to Jacoby. "By the way I saw Kaylee at that recital."

She could hear the grin in Jacoby's voice. She could also hear him walking away in the opposite direction. "You did, huh?"

"'Course I did. I told you I'm watchin' out for things, didn't I? That girl's got a set of pipes. She brought down the house." He said, "Let me guess. She takes after her dad that way?"

Jacoby cackled a proud laugh. "You get me a bucket, I still wouldn't be able to carry a tune."

The detective said, "We'll just see about that. Once we bust you outta here, we'll take you down to karaoke at Iggy's. You show me how it's done."

She held tight against the cement wall as the detective stalked right past her down the hallway, a man on a mission. He disappeared around the next corner, never the wiser to her presence.

Madeline let loose a heavy sigh of relief. Once the anxiety of the experience left her, she blinked in thought. She tried to remember the last time she'd heard of an officer of any kind going out of their way to check in on an inmate's family, so much so that they attended what sounded like a kid's voice recital. Then, she tried to remember the last time she'd witnessed an officer treating an inmate like a human being.

And she couldn't.

(x)

Detective Harvey Bullock stood at the front desk of the lobby, his fingertips tapping a drumbeat against the counter. Edna, the boy-toy-divining stenographer, looked up at him over the hot pink frames of her spectacles with an edge of annoyance. Harvey smiled back, a 'hello there, hot stuff, where you been all my life?' Hey, he was in a good mood. And even cougars disguised as administrative assistants needed a little love thrown their way sometimes.

Edna asked in a voice roughened by cigarettes. "What's your last name?"

"Bullock," he said. "Also, add on Detective Johnson Pickering while you're at it." If his partner's name was on there, too, he could con the kid into doing the paperwork down the line. Edna typed lethargically and loudly on her keyboard in response.

Blackgate kept up with current information on their inmates about as well as the hoodrats kept up with their landscaping, but this prison was just the ticket for getting 'last known' anything on recently released prisoners.

Harvey fell into soft neutral, thinking about which duet he'd rope 'ole Lyle into once he broke him outta this joint. Maybe a little 'Jailhouse Rock' for irony's sake. Maybe 'Islands in the Stream' if the mood turned romantical. He'd draw the line at 'Endless Love' but anything else would be fair play.

He saw her head of candy apple red hair first. Then of course, he saw everything else, trim legs, nice bust, oh, and an 'up yours' smirk.

He sent one right back to her. "If it isn't Blackgate's resident fairy tale expert."

Prison therapist girl smiled down at Edna, looked over at the papers on her station, and asked, "Which one's for this gumshoe over here?"

Edna kept her eyes on her computer screen and waved behind her. "Just sent it to the printer."

She scooped up his info sheet from the printer tray and brought it over. She said, "A prison visit this bright and early? Hell of a way to start your morning."

"This crowbar hotel can't keep me away. Must be all the smiles and friendly service."

She huffed a short noise as she attached a post-it note to the paper. "We do provide an all-inclusive vacation destination."

Harvey played along. "Next time I pick up the Times, I'll look for you guys in the Travel section."

She handed off the paperwork to him. "Make your reservations in advance. We fill up quick."

Harvey accepted the paper and looked on as she walked away, just as inexplicably as she arrived. He said, "I thought you shrinks were supposed to focus on dollin' out the brake fluid. Care to shed some light on why you're up here playin' office drone all the time?"

She kept walking. "Just trying to bring a little order to a crazy world."

Before she turned the corner, he said, "Every time you say that in Gotham an angel gets its wings."

"I got it."

Harvey looked over to see his partner, Johnson Pickering, standing right next to him, wearing a shit-eating grin on his face. The look on his face dialed down his physical age to that of an 11-year-old.

He blinked at the kid. "No, you didn't."

Johnson held up his left hand 'swear on a stack of bibles' style. "I got the address. Had a little talk with his parole officer from way back when. We gotta go into the part of town where the Russians run things. That's where this shit started." He looked at his partner and pointed at the paper in his hand. "What's that?"

Harvey smirked at him and held up the paper. "The name, phone number, and address of where it all started."

The kid's face fell and he shook his head. "Anybody ever tell you that you're sort of a dick?"

"Hey, hey," he said relenting. "I'm just rattlin' your cage." What Harvey didn't say was that he was shocked the kid got anything, let alone a real-life, honest-to-God lead.

"'Cause you're sort of a dick. Like most the time."

"You did decent work." He quickly reverted back. "Just don't quit your day job."

They stepped through the doors of the prison and out onto the sidewalk. Johnson said, "You gotta work on your communication skills. You want to kill a bird with two stones you gotta let me know."

"Though technically that_ is_ what we did here with this, it's supposed to go 'kill two birds with one st-"

Harvey stopped as he looked down to find a yellow post-it note attached to the report. In flowing feminine handwriting it said:

'In the spirit of second chances...'

Along with a phone number. He said, "Holy crap."

His partner frowned. "What?"

He spared a moment to shock. Then he folded the post-it note and stuffed it down into his pocket for safekeeping. As they reached the squad car, Harvey held up the paperwork. "They got your name wrong. You're officially Detective Johnson Dickering."

He grabbed up the papers from Harvey's hands. "Let me see that..." When he saw his name printed correctly, he shook his head. "I take it back. It's all of the time."

Harvey laughed to himself as he climbed into the driver's side of the squad car. The puberty police over here just made it too easy sometimes.


	3. Hit Me With Your Best Shot

**Thanks for checking this out! Here's the next. **

**P.S. For the record, I'd categorize Harvey as a 6 or 7 at least. I believe his inner low self-esteem, which is poorly disguised by his outer veneer of machismo, made him give himself a lower rating. Sorry, Harv. I am but a scribe.**

**l1ttlebutf1erce: Glad to see you back, too! As always, I'm required to tell you that the buckle up for ridiculousness seat belt signs have been turned on.**

**ladylampetia: WRITE. MORE. NOW. :) Also, you've just given me an idea...**

**TheOneder5: I do love Harvey's pov, aside from being shocked and mortified into a senseless stupor. (...I'm getting used to it. But I'm not so sure that's a good thing.) Thanks again!**

**ScaryScarecrows: I know, I'm so sweet and innocent in this phase of writing. But how else will I lure characters into my torture chamb- I mean - my ... stories? And now you've caused me to create another therapist character. No. Seriously. You have.**

(x)

**7 Years Prior**

Madeline sat at a long, dark-stained oak bar, nursing her second glass of Cabernet Sauvignon. The luxurious nightclub reeked of money, old Hollywood glamour, and ... lilacs. Something smelled like lilacs. Madeline looked around but couldn't put her finger on it.

Deep, dark red undertones suffused the entire bar with rich saturated color. A lounge singer with dark makeup and big lips crooned a song that made Madeline think of the vocal stylings of Nancy Sinatra. The club was busy, not packed, but there was just enough foot traffic for no one to pay her any mind. Across the club, a short black woman wearing six-inch heels barked orders at the wait staff and walked around like she owned the place. Probably because she did. She flaunted a spiked pixie cut with hot pink dyed tips, expensive taste, and long eyelashes.

"Hey."

Madeline looked over her shoulder as the detective walked up to the bar. He looked fresh and put together, but he still had a rakish look, like a newspaper man in a forties crime drama.

"Hey yourself," she said.

He sat down and pointed to her drink. "Got started without me, huh?"

"I saw you on the news right before I left." She watched his eyebrows go up at that. "Figured you might be a few minutes late."

"Lucky for you we've got showers at the station."

"Aw, you did that just for me?"

"Seemed like the gentlemanly thing to do."

He did smell like Irish Spring. And leather and cigar smoke and charcoal? No. Gun powder. She responded in a sing-song voice. "Corner some criminals. Disable a bomb. Take a lady out for a drink. Is that just another Tuesday for you?"

He ordered himself a scotch and then said, "I'd rather skip the first two. Focus my time and energy on that last part."

She picked up her wine glass by the stem and said, "I'm Dr. Scott."

A crooked smile appeared on his face when he said, "I'm-"

"Detective Bullock. Saw it on your badge."

He offered his hand. "Harvey."

She shook it. "Madeline."

He lifted his drink. "To first names."

They clinked glasses, and she took a long drink of wine.

He said, "Soooo... a doctor, huh?"

"Yep. I went straight from my masters into the doctoral program. Which really just means I got to make all sorts of cringe-worthy mistakes in front of people way older and more experienced than me."

Harvey said, "Must not've been that bad. They still gave you that diploma, didn't they?"

Madeline's voice brightened. "During a presentation on the geriatric population and sexuality, I shared with them that the older crowd can have a healthy, vibrant sex life well into their fifties, sixties, and _even_ seventies." She said, "There wasn't a person in that room under forty."

"Bet that made you popular."

"The woman in front just about choked on her iced latte. Had the leave the room."

Harvey rested his arm on the bar. "You don't need post-graduate classes to get the 411 on that. Follow me around on the job for a few days. You'll learn all about that and then some."

"So you're telling me you busted in on a couple senior citizens gettin' down and dirty?"

"You know there's just some things you can't unsee," Harvey said. "That ain't even near the worst of it. I could tell you stories, sweetheart."

Madeline sipped her wine. "I could, too. Except, you know, I can't. HIPAA laws."

He looked down at his scotch and then back up at her. "You know, you're a whole lot less wound up once you've got a couple drinks in you."

"Oh," she said, drawn in by the comment. "So you really are gonna bring up Little Red and the Big Bad Wolf?"

"You go from Atilla the Hun to Little Miss Sunshine in the span of twenty seconds." He eyed her. "I'm just tryin' to get a reading on you."

"You aren't exactly the first law enforcement officer or prison guard or inmate to speculate about my relationship status." _Or lack thereof. _She set down her wine glass. "If I don't shut that down the second I hear it, I may as well start sending out resumes now."

Harvey smirked and nodded his chin to her. "You always attach a love note on their paperwork right after?"

"No." She sat up and crossed her legs. "But you aren't everybody."

That earned something of a smile. "I'm not, huh?"

She said, "Haven't you seen the news? You're that cop who catches bad guys on TV."

"Yeah, okay. But you got your timeline twisted, doc. Last I checked that happened after you reamed me out and then asked me to call you up sometime."

Madeline thought on that. He didn't dance around. He got right to the point. She responded in kind. "Us psychologists, we see the cover and then we want to see what's in the book." That seemed to get his attention. "Maybe I'm trying to get a reading on you, too."

He leaned in close. "You're knockin' it out of the park so far. What am I thinking about right now?"

Madeline smirked in return. She didn't need to read minds to know that part. But she fiddled with her wine glass as she postulated, "You're thinkin' this club is swanky and all, but it's getting a little tired." She looked at him. "Maybe you're up for something a little more adventurous."

Harvey raised his eyebrows and appraised at her for a moment. Then he kicked back the rest of his drink. "C'mon. Grab your coat. I know just the place."

(x)

"Just so you know, Detective, this is my first time."

"Don't worry. I'll be gentle."

"So I just hold it like this?"

"Yeah, but you gotta put your hips in line with your shoulders."

"Okay, let me just re-position here."

"Stop. Right there. Just like that."

"So now what?"

"You let it go."

A shot rang out in the Gotham City Police Department's firing range, then another, then another. She wasn't ready for the kickback of the .22, so Harvey steadied her, keeping his hand placed solidly between her shoulder blades.

As he did so, Harvey found himself trying to do the math on this one again, and every time the numbers didn't add up anywhere near right. He was a four and half, inching closer to a five with the gun and badge. So what was this solid eight doing with him. Not even reluctantly tagging along with a 'what the hell, if they feed you, go', but handing him her goddamn number. Not that he was trying to ruin a good thing with extraneous logic, but he spent all day adding and subtracting every person in this city as fast as he could for survival's sake. His bullshit detector was on full blast all day and all night, and right now, it was beeping a loud, obnoxious alert about this young doctor and her ass that would not quit.

Best guess he had was that she must be a couple cans short of a six-pack. And let's just say he happened to be right about that. So this prison therapist girl shows her crazy, tucks a little back in, and what's the first thing he does? Gets her tipsy and puts a loaded gun in her hands. Now who needed a check up from the neck up?

As Madeline stood there holding a smoking gun, wearing a black dress and matching heels, she reminded Harvey of one of those James Bond girls. Femme fatales, almost all of them, but then again most broads were in his experience.

His next thought cut through all the rest.

Goddamn. She looked good standing there.

When she looked up at him, he nodded to her. "How'd that feel?"

Madeline lowered the gun and lowered her safety earmuffs. "Pretty badass. Not gonna lie."

Harvey flipped a switch on the wall to their left, and the paper shooting target crinkled in the air as it rushed towards them.

Madeline studied the paper and didn't find what she was looking for. "Where'd I hit it?"

Harvey couldn't help snickering as he changed out the papers. "You didn't."

She tried to brush it off, but she still blushed. It was easier to see those freckles across the tops of her cheeks when she did. Harvey decided he needed to make that happen again at some point. She said, "Guess I'm not as badass as I think."

He said, "Unless you got a shootout scheduled for high noon, I don't think you have to worry about it."

"How long have you been a cop anyway?"

"Been GCPD for seven years and counting."

She put the safety back on her piece, like a good little student. Then she held out the gun for him to take. "Let me guess. This is the part where you get to be all macho and show me how it's done?"

And circle gets the square. He gently pushed the .22 back to her. "You hold onto that for me..." He reached into his sidearm and pulled out a Smith & Wesson Model 66. Madeline put her earmuffs back on and gave him some room.

Harvey squared his shoulders and fired off all six rounds with an ease breed from years of experience. He lowered his gun, flipped the switch, and the target pulled back towards them. Madeline stepped forward to see six bullet holes congregating in and around the small red bulls-eye.

She pulled down her earmuffs and pointed to the one bullet hole that was just outside the first red circle. "What happened to this one?"

He smirked as he took off his earmuffs. "Sun must've been in my eyes."

She huffed a short laugh. "That's okay. Anybody who saw my sheet probably figured I'd gone blind."

"You got a blind spot." The blind spot just happened to be the entire sheet, but...you know, saying that wouldn't get him any closer to getting laid. "That's all."

"Guess I'll need to work on that."

Harvey grabbed up some ammo from a box next to them and reloaded his revolver. "Stick with me, kid. You'll be a regular Annie Oakley in no time."

When he was done, she handed him back the .22 and he holstered it. She kept staring at the paper shooting target. Her voice dropped an octave. "Have you ever killed anybody?"

Harvey replaced the revolver back inside his sidearm. He repeated, "Been GCPD for seven years and counting."

She glanced down and didn't say anything. When he looked at her closely, he noticed goosebumps prickled her skin and the hairs on her arms stood up on end. So she did scare easy. Probably just why she didn't want anyone getting wise to it. Check.

"Well," Madeline drew out, rallying. Rubbing a hand down her arm, she leaned against the clear plastic wall of their booth. "We could have probably gone into different lines of work. Instead we took jobs that put us in contact with dangerous criminals on a daily basis."

'Cause getting to break traffic laws and fire off machine guns from time to time was just his speed. In his case, anyway. He leaned against the wall beside her and nudged her with his elbow. "Yeah, what's a pretty little thing like you doin' in a hellhole like Blackgate anyway?"

She arched a graceful eyebrow at him and said in a slightly admonishing tone, "This pretty little thing gets shit done." Her voice took on a thoughtful slant. "... Shit that probably should have gotten done a long time ago. And telling me I can't do something is probably the best way to make sure that's all I do."

"A little opposition makes you dig your heels in, huh?" Stubborn. Figures.

"When I signed on, the warden told me if I lasted a month he'd give me his office."

Harvey remembered having a similar thought the very first time he saw her. "How'd that deal turn out?"

"I got -an- office. It's a little smaller than a coatroom." Madeline smiled just a little. "That's okay though. They ain't seen nothin' yet. I'm just getting started."

While she talked, he inched closer. His arm was resting completely against hers now. "Slow your roll, short stack. Way I see it, you got nothin' but time."

As she studied him, a little smile played on the corners of her lips. "You're tryin' to simmer me down," she realized aloud. "Do I make you nervous or something?"

He thought back to earlier that evening. "Time bombs make me nervous. You got me curious."

Madeline looked as though she liked the sound of what he said, for some fool reason. "This whole sneaking me into the police department's shooting range, teaching me to fire a gun ... It's pretty damn sexy."

Harvey did his best to look like people told him he was pretty damn sexy all the time. "You play your cards right, Madeline, I just might let you take me out again sometime."

"Maddie." She said, "My friends call me Maddie."

He must have played his cards right. She let him take her out two more times. Then, she let him push her up against the door of her apartment. So he let her drag him inside by his tie. Seemed like the gentlemanly thing to do.


End file.
